T'haven't been near it for over ten years. You're
German, aren't you?'

I managed to hole the red in a low number.

'GpQdKshot! You're improving.' But he didn't answer
my question. I tried again.

'It's unusual to meet Germans holiday-making abroad
these days.'

I potted the red again.

'Splendid! You're doing very well. What were you
saying?5

CI said it was unusual to meet Germans on holiday
abroad these days.'

'Yes? But that doesn't worry me. I am from Basel.5

This was a direct lie. In my excitement I holed my
own ball without cannoning off another.

'Bad luck! Where's the chalk?'

I passed it to him in silence. He chalked his cue care-
fully and started to play again. His score mounted
rapidly.

'What's that now?' he murmured at last. 'Sixty-four,,
isn't it?'

'Yes.'

He bent over the table once more.

'Do you know Germany well, Herr Vadassy?'

'I've never been there.'

'You should go. The people are so nice.' The red ball
hovered on the brink of a high number. *Ah, not quite
enough energy behind that one. Sixty-four.' He straight-
ened his back. Tour German is very good, Herr Vadassy.
You might have lived there many years.'

'At the University of Budapest we spoke mostly Ger-
man, Besides, I teach languages.'
'So? It is your shot.'